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DRAMATIS  PERSON jE. 


Sjike^ of  Jjrfcno _ .  .  - .  .Mr. .Murray. 

'Oftavn,  a  banifljed  Ac-  X Mr.  Hull.  : 

bleman _ J 

Lorenzo,  bis  Son . Air.  Incledon. 

Valentine ,  favourite  of ''l 

Duke,  in  love  with  >Mr.  Fawcett. 

lfabel .  v - J 

Saveall,  a  mifer. - - - Mr.  Quick. 

Jeremy  May  thorn.  Suitor^  Munden. 
to  his  Daughter . J 

Hilary ,  Pedlar l  _  . Mr.  Knight. 

Premifs,  a  Lawyer . Air.  Simmonds. 

Marco, Servant  to  Valentine  Mr.  Farley.  * 

Moro _ ............  Mr.  Abbott. 

Lawyer's  (Jerks... S<reet)  ^ 
Attendants  on  the  Duke ,  Spor/fmeni  Servants ,  CSV. 

lfabel,  Daughter tf OX* A  MlS'  Mountain. 

w - .J  . 

Lucilla .  Daughter  of\  X/T  ... 

S out  all- — ..  : . .  /Mrs'  Clendmmg. 

Annetta ,  a  Country  Girl,  \  *  »  A/1-  4 

Daughter  tf  RoJrigar  .  jMrS-  Martyr. 

Rodriga. . . . Mrs.  Henley. 

Florat  Servant  to  lfabel .  .  .  Mrs.  Caftellc. 

* 

Peafants ,  GirL,  Children ,  £sV. 
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Scene.  A  Village  in  the  Duchy  of  U rhino. 
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SCENE,  lnjide  of  Octavio’s  Houfe. 

■  v  .  *  .  •  >  vT.T 

*  v 

TRIO.  Lorenzo,  Isarel,  and  Flora. 


Ifab. 


i  J 

u,  r. 


I  j  - 


0<: 


tnocuifj  r 

’,  is  not  Love  a  gem  more  bright 
Than  Ocean’s  caves,  or  mountains  hold? 
Claims  not  the  heart  a  native  right 
Beyond  the  lordly  pow’r  of  gold  ? 

Lor .  Ah,  no  !  Love’s  not  a  gem  fo  bright 

As  Ocean’s  caves,  or  mountains  hold ; 
Ah,  no  !  the  heart  foregoes  its  right 
Beneath  the  lordly  pow’r  of  gold. 

Then  what  relief  fliall  lovers  find  ? 

What  charm  fhall  footh  their  anxious  mind? 
On  Fancy’s  bofom  fondly  laid. 

To  grafp  a  pleafing,  fleeting  fhade  ; 

To  dream  that  Love’s  a  gem  more  bright 
Than  Ocean’s  caves,  or  mountains  hold  3 
And  deem  the  heart  may  claim  a  right 
Beyond  the  lordly  pow’r  of  gold.  . 

.  B 


All . 


r  6  > 


AIR.  Isabel.  tl 

A  faith,  as  pure  as  mountain  fnow, 

A  heart,  as  conftant  as  the  dove, 

I  bring  to  grace  my  bridal  vow  ; 

My  only  dow’r  my  truth  and  love. 

Til  "  i  -  f  i  <  <  ,  I  jl  T 

But  could  I  Fortune’s  fmile  command. 

Could  mine  unbounded  treafures  prov  e. 

They  ftill  fhould  grace  my  plighted  hand. 

And  fwell  the  dow’r  of  truth  ajid  love. 


310;  «  ;  .  V  ’  1 » 
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.  r  SCENE.  A  Cottage . 

!  t  f  •  f  f' 

AIR.  Annetta. 

f  f  /r  9  *  Y  f  ' 

When  morning  beams  adorn  the  ikies. 

And  maidens  ope  their  pretty  eyes. 

The  merry  lark  doth  ride  the  gale, 

M.erry,  merry,  merrily, 

And  while  he  carols  loud  and  gay. 

The  ihepherd  hies  him  on  his  way. 

So  bonny  tripping  o’er  the  dale. 

Bonny,  bonny,  bonnily. 


*  :  worn  yin  Rio  n.m  ym  r:  n 
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AIRS  DUET.  Lorenzo,  Hilary,  An* 
netta,  and  Rodriga. 

*  i  * 

AIR.  Lorenzo. 

Fond  heart  of  man,  why  art  thou  gay  ? 

Or  why  opprefs’d  by  forrow  ? 

Thy  joys,  thy  woes,  live  but  a  day, 

Thyfelf  a  dream  to-morrow. 


Hit.  (without)  I’m  the  lad  for  the  laffes, 

My  cups,  rings,  and  glades — 

Ann .  Hark,  hark  !  what  delight !  ’tis  my  Hilary’s 
voice !  \v 

,  The  joy  of  our  cottage,  the  lad  of  my  choice; 
Let  me  haftcn  to  meet  him,  to  welcome  my 
fwain,  1  ' ' 

Who,  after  long  abfence,  comes  home  once 
again.  '•  .  (Exit  Annetta.) 

Rod .  Annetta,  all  artlefs,  and  true  as  the  dove, 

.  •  • .  Tells  plainly  her  mind,  nor  difguifes  her  love; 
Tho’  youth  be  (till  light,  fhe  prevails  o’er  the 
Twain,  •  .  r  .  r  ■  * 

r  3  ■  J  !  J.  - 

Who,  after  long  abfence,  comes  home  once 
4  again.  { Annetta  and  Hilary,-  enter.) 

Hit.  -I’m  the  lad  for  the  laffes — 

•  r*  i  \ 

.*  My  cups,  rings,  and  glaffes. 

While  they’re  crouding  around  me,  I  (how  ; 

I’ve  a  fong  for  the  weary. 

With  my  fine  galanty  fliow  ! 

A  joke  for  the  merry,  — - 

With  my  fine  galanty  fliow  ! 

And  I’m  welcome  wherever  I  go. 

Then  I  ftep  fo  prettily. 

Prate  fo  wittily. 

Laugh  fo  merrily,  hoh  l1 
Whenever  I’m  feen,  ^ 

With  the  lads  on  the  green. 

Not  a  girl  but  wall  dance  to  my  loro  lo  lo. 
Ann.  Mine’s  the  lad  for  the  laffes — 

His  cups,  rings,. and  glaffes, 

While  they’re  crowding  around  him,  he  (hows ; 
With  a  fong  for  the  weary, 

And  a  joke  for  the  merry. 

And  his  fine  galanty  (hows ; 
lie  is  welcome  wherever  he  £oes. 
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Then  he  fleps  fo  prettily. 

Prates  fo  wittily. 

Laughs  fo  merrily,  hoh  ! 

Ann .  *1  Whenever  he’s  feen, 

Sc  Hi/.  J  With  the  lads  on  the  green. 

We  dance  to  the  tune  of  his  loro  lo  lo* 

hr  1  rtn  r  r*  !  |  l  H  '  f  , 
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SCENE.  yf  For  eft. 

I  i  4 

GLEE.  Return  from  the  Chare ;  Sportsmen, 
Attendants  0#  the  Duke, fffr. 

; 

Away  from  the  field  !  Fellow  fportfmen,  away  ! 
Behold  the  fierce  boar  to  our  courage  a  prey  ! 
His  ftrength  and  his  anger  are  dreadful  no  more  ; 
Away  from  the  field,  for  our  paflimes  are  o’er. 
Home,  home,  home  ! 

How  we  chas’d  him  when  rous’d  from  the  woods. 
O’er  hedges,  thro’  brakes,  and  thro’  floods 
O’er  mountain  and  vale. 

O’er  meadow  and  dale. 

While  echo  around  high  and  low. 

Replied  to  our  hey  troly,  troly,  trolilo  ! 

Hark,  hark  !  the  glad  horn  tells  the  felon  is  flain, 
The  fliouts  of  the  villagers  rife  from  the  plain  ; 
The  herdfman  exults  in  the  death  of  his  foe. 

And  blefles  the  hunters,  as  homeward  they  go. 

Home,  home,  home ! 

The  foe  be  the  theme  of  our  fong, 

While  in  triumph  we  bear  him  along ; 

Till  the  villages  ring, 

As  we  jovially  fing, 

And  echo  around,  high  and  low. 

Reply  to  our  hey  troly,  troly,  trolilo  ! 


AIR.  Valentine. 


I. 

v  •  ▼  »  W  *  V  I  It  •  .  .  •  ^  t  O  1 

W  hen  firit  I  felt  Love's  pleafing  fmart. 
Tingling,  tingling  at  my  heart. 

Wrapt  in  a  lover’s  fairy  dreams 
To  fhady  groves  and  purling  ftreams 
I  taught  my  Lute  the  loves  to  tell 
Of  Valentine  and  Ifabel.  # 

II. 

•  *  -  «  ’  ^  ^  7  '  -j 

With  joy  I  bade  my  thoughts  to  ftray 
Onward  to  the  wedding  day. 

For  then  I  hop’d,  amid  the  throng. 

To  lead  the  merry  dance  along. 

While  Fiddles  brifk  the  mirth  fhould  tell 
Of  Valentine  and  Ifabel. 

III. 

But  never  thought  I  on  the  pain. 
Throbbing  in  the  jealous  brain. 

Or  what  a  change  would  then  be  feen. 
If  once  a  rival  intervene. 

And  Horns  the  Lord  knows  what  fhould  tell 

* 

Of  Valentine  and  Ifabel. 


SCENE.  Apartment  in  Save  all’s  Houfc. 


AIR.  Lucilla. 

f  *  9  t  *  r  1 1 

I. 

Ah  why,  Lorenzo,  own  a  fear? 

At  Fortune  why  repine  ? 

While  you  believe  the  heart  fincere, 
Whofe  fighs  reply  to  thine  ! 

Come  away,  come  away. 
Prithee,  love,  come  away ! 

Thou  fhalt  a  welcome  find  : — 

For  my  eyes  will  tell 
I  love  thee  well ; 

Then  wherefore  art  thou  fearful  ? 
Give  thy  fighs  unto  the  wind. 

For  HI  be  cheerful. 

And  fing  fal  lal,  fal  la — 

Give  thy  fighs,  love,  to  the  wind. 

•  ►>>  •  '  * 

ii.  ‘  : 

A  U 

Tho’  golden  chains  the  hand  confine. 
And  glare  with  outward  fhow. 
Around  the  heart  they  cannot  twine. 
Or  real  blifs  bellow. 

Then  away,  then  away. 
Doubting  love,  come,  away ! 
Thou  lhalt  a  welcome  find  : 

For  my  eyes  will  tell 
I  love  thee  well ; 

Then  wherefore  art  thou  fearful  ? 
Give  thy  fighs,  love,  to  the  wind. 
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FINALE. 


N 


Saveall,  Maythorn,  Lorenzo,  H  ILARY, 
Premiss,  Lucilla,  Annetta,  Lawyer’s 
Clerks,  & c. 


Saveall. Come,  fit  down,  let’s  hear  the  writings; 
Rare  expenfe  for  thefe  inditings ! 

Pretty  penning  ! 

Call  my  men  in ! 

What,  the  devil  !  more  than  you  5 
Three,  and  thofe  may  prove  too  — 
Pray  proceed — good  gentles,  L-c  ye. 
Let  me  hear  the  forms  of  treaty  : 
Then,  when  knowing. 

What  is  owing, 

I’ll  difcharge  expenfes  due. 

He’ll  difcharge  expenfes  due. 

Make  a  note  of  what  is  owing. 

Only  double  what  is  due. 


May. 
Prem. 
Saveall . 

May . 


Lucilla.  Now’  obferve  the  Bridegroom  W’ell ; 
Ev’ry  feature 
Of  the  creature  : 

77/7.  Ev’ry  feature  Lean  tell, 

I’ve  obferv’d  the  Bridegroom  wrell. 

-  y  •  »  •  (J  *  * 

r  !  r*  F  i 

•  ^  ■  V  ‘  ‘  (  * 

Clerk  $The  prefent  writings  here  recite, 

[reads)  \  That  thefe  indentures  tripartite — 

May.  Heyday!  there’s  fome  miftake  here — 
Allow  me  to  remark — 

Clerk.  Between  the  parties  to  proceed, 

Declared — concluded — and  agreed — 
Saveall.  Why  wrhat  a  job  he’ll  make  here  ! 

You’ve  brought  the  Parifh  Clerk. 
May.  Confound  this  drawling  fleeper, 

Saveall ,  Y  ou’ll  charge  us  by  the  hour  ; 

Prem.  My  knowledge  greatlydeeper, 

Shall  fhow  a  reader’s  power.  ( reads) 


I 


(  *3  ) 

%  ^ 

fHow  vain  with  artful  forms  of  learning. 
Lor.  csu  The  aim  a  captive  heart  to  hold  ! 
Lucil.  |  The  heart !  that  real  blifs  difcerniilg. 
Will  never  barter  love  for  gold. 

Prem.  Thefe  parties  here  make  overture, 
(reads)  In  prefent  cafe  of  coverture, 

Hufband  intended  fliall  make  over. 
Buildings,  orchards,  courts  and  leets. — - 
Franchife— pledge,  eftray,  eftover, 
Heriots,  rights,  reliefs,  efcheats — 

Then  in  cafe  of  reparation. 

Covenants — indemnification — 

Patrimony — alimony — education — confi- 
deration— 

Revocation— ratification : - 

Save  all.  Hold  !  flight  miftakes  a  man  may  ruin. 
While  you  thus  are  reading  poft : 

*  f'  •<*  •'  >  « 

Lor .  At  the  glafs  the  Bridegroom  wooing. 

Surely  loves  himfelf  the  moft. 

Lucilla.  Such  a  filly  fribbling  lover 

Would  prefer  his  fuit  in  vain  : 

Lor.  Or  perhaps  would  prove  a  rover. 

If  your  hand  he  fhould  obtain. 

Ann.  The  folly  he  inherits. 

Such  difappointment  merits : 

HU.  Inftead  of  Hymen’s  Altar, 

I’d  lead  him  to  a  Halter. 

May.  {inf fie  Ring  the  writing )  Aye,  aye,  ’twas  what 
I  meant — 

Saveall.  Welly  well,  then  I’m  content. 

Lucilla.  The  fool  of  airy  fafliion. 

Will  lightly  love  to  range. 

Lor.  While  I,  with  truefi:  paffion, 

Dlfdain  a  thought  of  change. 

•  • 

Saveall.  Goodbye  then  now,  attorneys, 

I  with  you  all  good  journeys. 

Prem. 13  (Good  morrow,  Mr.  Saveall, 

Clerks.  (  We  only  wait  your  will  : 

Saveall.  A  plague  !  what  would  you  have  all  ? 

’Tis  Maythorn  pays  the  bill, 

>  C 


Prem.  Yes,  yes,  he  pays  th’  expenfes* 

Saveall.\ ou  comfort  all  my  fenfes. 

AIL  What  blifs  when  hearts  uniting* 

The  laws  approve  and  guide  ! 

The  lover  figns  the  writing, 

And  claims  his  happy  bride. 

Joy,  Glee,  Mirth,  Love, 

All  unite  to  give  them  pleafure } 

All  their  days  bring  Hymen’s  treafure  : 
All  joy,  all  love. 

Their  days  fhall  prove, 

Crown’d  with  Mufic,  Mirth, and  Laughter, 
And  the  light  heel  tripping  after. 

Sweetly  ends  the  lover’s  pain. 

When  Hymen  binds  the  pleafing  chain  ! 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.  Apartments  hi  Octavio’s  Honfe , 

\ 

AIR.  Valentine. 

I’ll  begin — I’ll  begin — I’ll — I  vow — 

I'll  begin — Pfha  !  I  cannot  tell  how. 

That  jade’s  fo  provoking, 

With  paffion  I’m  choaking; 

I  can’t  get  the  words  off  my  tongue  : 

But  I  fwear  by  the  nine, 

Since  ("he  fcorns  to  be  mine, 

Her  praife  fnall  be  prettily  rung. 

-Oh,  would  I  were  pleading  in  court 1 
I’d  give  all  the  judges  fine  fport ; 

Breach  of  promife  the  ground  of  my  action: 
High  damages  laid, 

How  I’d  rail  at  the  maid  ! — 

What !  Label ! 

Oh,  fliame  to  tell ! 

Oh,  madnefs  !  Oh,  diftra&ion  ! 

.  With  brief,  firft,  in  hand, 

*  m  *  *  *  \ 

I  attention  command, 

.And,  explaining  the  caufe,  I  begin  y  v 


Look  up  to  the  cieling. 

Talk  of  virtue  and  feeling, 

And  be  model! — to  bring  my  hand  in. 

Then  bolder  and  bolder  growing. 

With  tropes  and  with  metaphors  flowing. 
On  winged  words  I  fly ; 

My  periods  round  I  ply. 

And  charge  the  law’s  artillery. 

Grave  Sirs,  where  is  honour  and  confcience  ? 
My  lords,  they  mull  both  be  found  nonfenfe. 
If,  after  matrimonium  contra  Rum, 
fromijfum  mod  certain,  if  not  faftwn , 

When  neither  error 9  conditio ,  or  votum — 
Ave,  aye,  that’s  the  llrain  ; 

If  I’  m  in  the  right  vein. 

I’ll  make  all  the  court  look  about  ’em. 

My  rival,  like  a  fury. 

I’ll  challenge  with  quo  jure*} 

Quo  minus  I’ll  hit  at, 

.  .  Quo  warranto,  quod  permittat ; 

-  Then  dalh  on 
To  crim.  con. 

Dijlrefs ,  domigerium,  diffiei/in. 

Aye,  eafily  I  ihall  bring  thefe  in  ; 
Mifprifion,  main-prife,  de  libello  habendo , 
Indiftment ,  injunction,  biterdiftim,  innuendo, 
Trefpafs,  demurrer,  writ,  enquiry. 

Latitat ,  purview,  premunire, 

AJj'umpfit,  indicavit , 

Affidavit, 

Locus  in  qua. 

Rule  to  Jhow, 

Locus  partitas,  jocus  partitas , 

Deeds  to  fright  us ; 

Countermand,  proof  at  hand, 

Wrong,  force. 

Divorce — 

Aye,  there  lies  the  ground  of  my  action  ; 
By  Ifabel, 

Oh,  fhame  to  tell } 

I’m  driven  to  diftraclion. 


* 


(  i«  ) 


SCENE.  Garten  and  Door  of  Saveall’s  Houfe. 

AIR.  Hilary,  Rodriga,  and  Annetta. 

Hil.iA }  W ailing,  wailing,  wherefore  always  fo  ? 
Rod .  )  Fair  lady,  fair  lady,  wafte  not  life  in  woe. 

Hey  ho,  hey  down,  wearily. 
Ann.  The  vermeil  rofe  doth  bow  its  head 
Beneath  the  falling  rain  ; 

But  foon'as  envying  clouds  be  fled. 

Will  fweetly  bloom  again. 

Hey  ho,  hey  dowrn,  daintily. 
Hit.  And  after  wintry  night, 

The  days  be  calm  and  bright. 

Hey  ho,  hey  down,  cheerily. 
All*  Then  let  not  grief  be  more  unkind 
Than  falling  rain,  or  wintry  wind. 

Hey  ho,  hey  down,  daintily* 


i 


*  *  ■  • 1  «. 


(  *7  ) 


AIR.  Anniltta. 

> 

• 

I’ve  a  little  pretty  heart  3 
I  have  it  to  be  fold  ; 

But  with  it  when  I  part. 

It  will  not  be  for  gold. 

I  feek  to  exchange  it,  and  find 
Another  as  foft  and  as  kind  : 

But  danger  attends  on  believing, 

For  men  are  fometimes  fo  deceiving  3 
YoufmiJe;  I’m  afraid,  Sir, 

That  women  too  may  be  fo  3 
So  I’ve  heard  it  often  faid.  Sir  3 
I  for  my  part  nothing  know. 

I’ve  a  pretty  little  heart,  &c. 


f 
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AIR.  Saveal  jl* 
l- 

I  care  not  for  doves. 

Or  fhepherds  or  loves. 

Or  bees  with  their  hybla  of  honey  $ 

No  give  me  feme  found. 

So  clear  and  fo  round. 

That  fweetly  reminds  me  of  money  ! 

Of  bills  tipp’d  with  gold, 

I  love  to  be  told. 

Of  -pearls ,  that  befpangle  the  morning  l 
Or  a  rich  golden  ftream. 

That  flows  foft  as  cream. 

The  meads  and  the  vallies  adorning  ! 


Then  tell  me  at  night. 

Of  the  moon’s  ftlver  lightr 
On  my  heart  you  its  beauties  imprint  i 
Would  1  there  were  alone. 
Like  the  man  in  the  moon. 
And  mailer,  good  Lord,  of  the  mint ! 
What  coining  and  milling  ! 
Paul,  florin,  and  (hilling  ! 

How  I’d  pofe  aftronomical  fcholars  ! 
For  fhould  Jove,  as  of  old. 

Fly  away  with  the  gold, 

I’d  cojne  down  in  a  ihower  of  dollars. 
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SCENE.  Apartment  hi  Octavio’s  Hovft . 


AIR.  Isabel. 


When  with  wiflies  foft  and  tender 
JLove  has  once  the  heart  imprefs’d.* 
Forc'd  its  freedom  to  furrender. 
Never  fhall  it  hope  to  reft. 

Never  more  to  tafte  of  pleafure* 

Is  the  tyrant’s  ftern  decree  ; 

Yet  to  deem  each  frgh  a  treafure* 
Dearer  far  than  liberty. 


.  i  . 
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DUET.  Valentine  and  Isabel. 

V il.  All  flirting,  coquetry,  all  fondnefs  for  fliows. 
All  racket,  all  riot,  your  a£tions  declare ; 
What  man  in  his  fenfes  his  hand  would 
propofe. 

For  where  is  the  hufband  will  live  at  a 
fair  ? 

Ifa.  On  one  point  at  leaft  in  one  mind  we  pro¬ 
ceed — 

What’s  that,  pray  ? 

Val .  On  parting  : 

Both.  Aye,  aye,  we’re  agreed. 

Ifa .  New  loves  in  the  heart  and  new  whims  in 

the  head. 

All  fancies,  all  vapours,  all  humours  at 

will;  'V  J 

What  maiden  fo  filly  would  venture  to  wed. 
For  where  is  the  wife  who  can  live  in  a 
mill  ? 

# 

Val.  On  one  point  at  leaft  in  one  mind  we 
proceed, 

What's  that,  pray  ? 

Val.  On  parting, 

Both,  Aye,  aye,  we’re  agreed. 

Ifa.  Agreed,  fhall  we  part  then  ?  the  word  you 
m  u  ft  fay  : 

Val .  No,  you  muft  declare  it,  and  tell  me  to  go $ 

Jfa.  What  I !  furely  no— 

Val.  Nay  indeed,  prithee — 

Ifa .  Nay — 

Val.  Yes,  you — 

Both.  No,  not  I — It  is  you — It  is —  No — 

I  never  can  fpeak  it — You  it  ill  are  my  own. 
We’ll  love,  and  we’ll  live  for  each  other 
alone. 
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FINALE.  Maythorn,  Saveall,  Hilary, 

&c. 

fm 

»  t 

'Enter  Annetta  and  Rodriga. 

Ann.  The  murder  !  he  owns  it !  let  juftice  com¬ 
mit  him  ; 

To  prifon  convey  him,  till  fentence  be 
giv  n  ! 

Rod.  With  irons  fecure  him,  with  fetters  I’ll  fit 
him. 

Ann.  Away  from  my  fight  let  the  monfter  be 
driv’n  ! 

May.  A  murder  !  Oh,  monftrous  !  who  now  has 
attack'd  me  ? 

To  prifon  convey  me  !  What  harm  have  I 
done  ? 

Save .  Thefe  women,  a  plague  on’t !  thefe  wo* 
men  diftraft  me  ; 

Away  t6  your  chamber,  Lucilla, begone. 
Lucil.  (toSav.)  No,  he  fhall  not  leave  me ; 

(to May.)  Would  you  fo  deceive  me  ? 

Since  you  offer’d  marriage. 

Jewels,  clothes,  and  carriage  ; 

Where  are  all  your  proffers  ? 

Bracelets,  trinkets,  coffers. 

All  you  promis’d  fhould  be  mine? 

Ril.  Wherefore,  vile  betrayer. 

Did  you  flight  my  prayer  ? 

Why,  my  peace  to  ruin. 

Sought  you  my  undoing. 

When  you  bade  me  love  you. 

And,  more  true  to  prove  you. 

Virgin  innocence  refign  ? 

Ann.  Fatal  bane  of  my  felicity  ! 

May,  Hey  !  of  plagues  what  multiplicity  ! 
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Ann.  Where  is  he  you  flew  fo  vauntingly  ? 
May.  Why  accufe  me  all  fo  tauntingly  ? 

Ann.  He  fo  fam’d  for  liberality  ! 

You  tor  wild  and  fierce  brutality  ! 

While  my  hufband  fought  courageoufly. 
You  came  bafely  and  outrageoufly — 
May .  At  your  impudence  I’m  wondering  ; 

You  are  mad,  or  ftrangely  blundering. 
Ann.  Cruel,  cruel  fcorner  F*  •  . 

.  ;  s  ’  i  .  , 

Leaving  me  a  mourner. 

Still  alone 
To.figh  and  moan  ! 


[DIALOGUE.] 

»  .  -*  v  <*  - 

Enter  Premiss  and  Clerks. 


Prem.  The  writings  I’ve  brought  ye,  all  duly 
completed, 

Confiftent  exaftly  with  what  you  agreed. 

Mav.  Good  lawyer  ,  .  , 

c  ^  *r  r  he  gently  entreated 

Save.  Good  rremiis^,  &  J 

To  flop  them,,  at  prefent  we  fhall  not  pro¬ 
ceed. 

Prem.  Not  proceed  ! 

May.  &  Save.  There’s  a  difPrence — 


n  ) 


Prem.  &  Clerks.  .  Aye  !  How  ? 

May .  .  ,v  You  fhall  hear  it: 

The  damfel’s  a  fimpleton,  forward,  profufe, 
Extravagant,  amorous — ’fblood  !  I’ll  not 
r  .  •  bear  it ; 

The  writings, depend on’t,  will  be  of  noufe. 
Prem .  &  Clerks.  Not  proceed  ! 

May  &  Save.  There’s  a  difference— 

Prem.  &  Clerks .  Aye  !  How  ? 

Save.  .  .You  fhall  know  it  : 

Young  Hopeful  deceiv’d  me  beyond  all 
belief  j  .  ,  * 

A  knave  and  a  thief  he  turns  out,  we  can 
(how  it. 

I’m  therefore  refolv’d  that  I’ll  turn  out 
the  thief. 


(  *3  ) 
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Prem.  Such  charges  I’ll  raife  ye, 

'  teiav.  ( ’Tis  he’  y°u  know>  pays  ye~ 

Lucil.  My  primrofe,  my  daify — 

May.  Why,  furely  you’re  crazy 

^Hilmy\  My  wrongs  would  amaze  ye. 

May .  Believe  me,  they’re  crazy. 

Child.  Pappa  ! 

All.  That  betrays  ye. 

May.  You’re  all  of  you  crazy. 

(Lucilla  and  Lorenzo ,  &c.  to  Saveall) 

Dear  Sir,  attend  our  humble  pray’r. 
And  view  the  conftant  lover  ! 

Why  fhould  you  call  him  to  defpair. 
When  you  his  truth  difcover  ? 

The  youth  adores  :  the  maid  is  won  : 
Would  you  then  be  hard-hearted  ? 

No,  no,  no,  no,  { their}  hearts  are  one. 

And  why  fhould  they  be  parted  ! 
Save.  All  this  I  know  nothing  about, 

But  I  know  that  I’ll  fhutyou  all  out — 
Lucilla,  re-enter, 

(ToMay.)  If  one  of  you  venture. 

Come,  pretty  Annette — 

I’ll  {hoot  the  whole  fet ;  % 

My  houfe  is  my  caitle,  my  rock . 

Lor .  Dear  Sir,  let  foft  Pity  prevail ! 

Save.  With  bolts,  barricado,  and  lock, 

And  blunderbufs  too,  if  they  fail. 
Lor.  Your  favour  I  hope  to  recover— 

Save.  You  never  fhall  enter  my  door: 

Lm  .&  7  conflc|er  how  faithful  a  lover  ! 

Lucil.  3 

Save,  I  only  confider,  you’re  poor. 


(  24  ) 

Lucil.  But  a  hufband  I’ll  have,  I  declare ; 

Prem .  I’m  here  on  the  fide  of  the  maid — 

Not  becaufe  for  the  parties  I  care. 

But  how  fhall  the  writings  be  paid. 
May.  Well,  well,  let’s  be  married— 

HU.  No,  no— 

In  juftice,  good  Sir,  you’ll  refufe, 

Ann.  This  fcorn  will  you  add  to  my  woe  ? 

Banifh  me ,  Sir,  or  him>  as  you  choofe. 
Save.  All  this  I  know  nothing  about— 

But  I  know  that  I’ll  turn  you  all  out. 

*  *  '  *  «  ^  »  *•  ■  .  '  k  9\  v  *  »  ,  .  v  '■  1 

Chorus.  Follow,  follow,  all  purfue. 

Keep  the  nimble  lad  in  view  ; 

Drive  him,  drive  him,  from  this  place 
May.  Oh  decorum  !  Oh  difgrace  ! 

Lor  Me. Wherefore,  make  ye  all  this  riot? 

Leave  the  fimpleton  in  quiet. 

AIL  Here’s  confufion,  noife,  diftra£tion. 
Like  to  foldiers  met  in  aftion  : 

When  the  trumpets 
Sound  to  battle. 

And  the  cannons 
Rattle — bang — 

When  the  guns  and  cannons  rattle, 
Roaring  like  an  angry  bull ; 

And  the  drums  and  trumpets  clang— 
What  confufion  !  what  diftraftion  ! 
Nowthehurly  burly’s  full. 
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ACT  III. 


SCENE.  Rod  Riga’s  Cottage . 

AIR.  Lorenzo. 

I. 

•  # 

Beneath  the  woodbine’s  fragrant  lhade, 

I  mark’d  her  peaceful  bow’r. 

And  plann’d  her  flumbers  to  invade. 

At  midnight’s  fecret  hour  : 

The  drowfy  herds  in  fleep  were  drown’d. 
And  hufti’d  was  ev’ry  fpray. 

The  moon-beams  brightly  Ihone  around. 
To  light  me  on  my  way : 

My  reafon  gone. 

Still,  ftill  alone, 

I  figh’d,  ah  !  fair  Lucilla 

II. 

I  alk’d  my  heart,  was  I  to  blame. 

Since  love  was  palling  ftrong, 

If  I  Ihould  bring  the  maid  to  lhame. 

And  her  advancement  wrong  ? 

My  heart  forbad  to  do  her  ill. 

Or  give  her  bofom  pain  ; 

I  own’d  my  lhame — I  paus’d — Hood  Hill, 
Then  turn’d  me  home  again : 

My  hope  was  gone, 

Yet  ftill  alone, 

I  ligh’d,  ah !  fair  Lucilla 


Balcony  of  Isabel’s  Window. 


Serenade ,  Duke,  and  Attendants. 

•  •  ,i  •  4  .  .  A  . 

Chorus .  Luna  veils  her  pearly  light. 

Nor  will  for  envy  {how 
What  path  . our  darkling  Hep  fhall  take, 

1  Left  we  may  find  and  wake 

A  brighter  regent  here  below. 

If  Beauty’s  Queen  do  wake  to  night. 
Her  eyes  alone  fhall  point  the  way. 
While  night  Teems  fairer  than  the  day. 
If  ah  eh  Ah  !  chide  hence  the  warblers  I  ah,  bid 

them  away! 

No  zephyr  convey  the  foft  notes  thro’ 
the  vale  ! 

For .  Calumny’s  voice  will  awake  with 
1  M  ‘  the  lay,  * 

And  Envy  will  taint  the  fweet  breath 
of  the  gale/ 

Chorus.  Stars,  that  brightly  deck  the  iky. 

In  abfence  of  your  Queen  ! 

Since  rightly  here  our  ftep  we  take. 

And  beauty’s  dawn  doth  break, 

Your  fires  no  longer  fhall  be  feen : 
With  thofe  fair  funs  ye  may  not  vie  ; 

Tho’  ye  be  many,  they  bur  two. 

Their  beams  may  lend  more  light  to  you. 
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SCENE.  Garden  Gate  before  Save  all’s  Houfe . 


n  ... 

AIR.  Lorenzo. 


Thy  halcyon  calm ,  oh  Peace  !  impart. 
Give  all  my  days  repofe  ; 

And  when  from  earth  my  foul  fha.ll  part. 
Thy  hand  my  eye-lids  clofe  f 

But  if  in  danger’s  wild  alarm. 

Where  fear  arid  ruin  grow. 

My  native  foil  demand  an  arm 
To  chafe  th’  inVading  foe ; 

Aloud,  around. 

Let  battle  found ! 

Amid  the  thronging  hoft  I  fly. 

In  arms  to  conquer  or  to  die ! 

‘  •  .J  i  ..I  ovo  i 
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SCENE.  An  Apartment  in  S a  v  e  a  l  l’s  Houle. 

~  r  J 
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DUET.  Lorenzo  and  Lucilla, 


•  *  s  *  * 


Lor .  Wilt,  thou,  fortune’s  (lore  defpifing. 
Love  and  honour  only  prizing. 

Wilt  thou  friends  and  home  forfake  ? 
Where  I’ll  lead  thee,  '  »  ' 

Love  fhall  fpeed  thee. 

Love  the  charge  of  thee  {halt  take. 

Ill  I  -  *  *  *  >  ±  »  ? 

r  f  •  .  §  /r 

c  *t  P  f  r  %  *  f  i2f I !  ri  i  1 1  f 'k  f  •  \  •  t  I  r 

Luc .  Yes,  to  thee  my  fate  configning, 
Deareft  youth,  without  repining 
Fortune’s  vantage  I  forego  ; 

Where  thou’lt  lead  me,  * 

Love  fhall.  fpeed  me. 

Love  (hall  greater  wealth  be  flow. 


> 
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SCENE .  Garden  Gate  before  Sav e  a  l  l’s  Houj'e . 

rT.  f  '  '’xrr:’  : 

SESTE1TO.  Lorenzo,  Lucil^a,  Hilary, 
Annetta,  Rodriga,  and  Accomplices. 

iinotnoo  ocod  v  v  .  ,  ; 

r  *■»  4  •  •> 

Lor .  Hill !  foftly  draw  the  latchet  back, 

Hufh  !  gently  here  the  deeds  unpack  : 
Halle,  Lucilla,  hade  away  ! 

Left  chance  unfeen  our  flight  betray — 

Luc .  Fear  I  would  in  vain  diflemble. 

While  at  ev’ry  ftep  I  tremble  ; 

Hafte,  Lorenzo,  hafte  away  1 
Left  chance  unfeen  our  flight  betray. 
Accomplices  opening  the  Box. 

Treafure,  treafure,  I  declare  it  t’ye, 

Saveall’s  foul — a  precious  rarity  : 

Lor.  The  writings — 

Acc.  &c.  We’ve  got  ’em. 

They’re  here  at  the  bottom — 

Here  is  his  calket,  •  . 

Here  is  his  watch. 

And  in  this  bafket — - 
Lor.  Prithee,  difpatch. 

(  Enter  May  thorn ) 

May .  I’m  refolv’d  to  clear  this  myftery, 

Or  ’twill  prove  a  dreadful  hiftory : 

Luc.  Now  it’s  all  over— 

Ann.  What’s  to  be  done  ? 

Hil.  What,  a  mifehief,  Ally  lover, 

Brings  you  here  at  break  of  day  ? 

May.  Here  the  mifehief  I  difeover, 

Acc.  &c.  \  ou  for  this  lhall  dearly  pay — 

Lock  him  up,  my  good  friend  Hilary, 

Clofe  within  the  garden  wall, 

’Till  the  mifer  we  recal, 

Who’ll  condutl  him  to  the  pillory. 

You  have  well  deferv’d  to  fmart, 

-  Who  have  fcorn’d  a  bleeding  heart ; 

E 


(  3°  ) 

When  you  feek  a  maiden’s  favour. 
Learn  to  merit,  e’re  you  have  her. 

And  henceforth  this  maxim  hold. 

Love  is  neither  bought  or  sold. 
All.  Now  away  with  hearts  confenting ! 
Fortune,  ev’ry  hope  contenting, 

Smiles,  while  we  refume  her  treafure. 
And  delight  our  days  (hall  meafure  ; 
Every  month  henceforth  be  May* 

Ev  ry  hour  be  gay. 

Bye,  bye,  beauty. 

Give  our  duty. 

And  to  Saveall’s  love  commend  us  ! 

( Maythorn  at  the  Window  J 
May.  Let  me  out  for  gentle  pity  ! 

All.  Juftly  we’ve  contriv’d  to  fit  ye, 

Y ou  againft  your  will  befriend  us— 

May.  If  you  bring  me  no  relief. 

They  will  hang  me  for  a  thief. 

All.  Silence,  filly  wight,  be  quiet ! 

Or  depend,  you’ll  fuffer  by  it— 

So  adieu,  adieu,  dear  beauty  ! 

We  commend  our  love  and  duty. 

Now  with  nimble  Hep  away  ! 

Trip,  trip  away,  make  no  delay  ! 

May.  ..  Releafe  me,  pray !  V 

All.  Bufy  morn  is  hafl’ning  on— 

Hark  !  a  noife  !  let’s  all  be  gone  1 

* 
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SCENE.  Apartment  in  Saveall’s  Houfe. 

SAVOYARD  ROUNDELAY. 

Chorus .  Now  may  we  tell  each  anxious  lover. 

That  ev’ry  fear. 

Is  ended  here. 

And  ev’ry  danger  over  ! 

If  you  applaud,  our  hearts  are  gay, 

.  We'll  chant  the  Lover's  Roundelay . 

Men .  Where’er  thofe  eyes  are  brightly  beaming, 

Whofe  glance  is  found 
To  charm  and  wound. 

With  fmiles  each  pain  redeeming. 

For  them  may  joy  exalt  the  day. 

And  pleafure  breathe  the  Roundelay  \ 

% 

Women.  Where’er  thofe  hearts  are  fondly  panting, 

Whofe  conftant  love 
The  meed  fhall  prove. 

Which  beauty  fmiles  in  granting. 

May  lafting  blifs  their  truth  repay. 

And  love  infpire  the  Roundelay ! 

Chorus .  To-  night  tho’  diftant  ftories  feigning. 

At  heart  from  home 
We  fcorn  to  roam. 

All  foreign  praife  difdaining  ; 

From  you  alone  we  feek  the  Bay, 

That  crowns  Our  Native  Rounde¬ 
lay. 
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